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Poetry.
[From the Tribune.]

SLAVE TRAGEDY AT CINCINNATI.

BY MRS. MARY A. LIVERMORE.

Bright tb. Sabbath u is shining through the clew
aad froaty air;

Solemnly the bell are calling to the boom ef praise
and prayer;

Aad vita thought ierout and holj. thither maoj vend
' their way.

To renew to God their pledges-'-b- ut I cannot go

Tor say tout la stck and saddened with that fearful tale
fwoe.

Wale hat blanched the cheek of Bother to the a hits- -

nes of the snow;
Ami sbj thoughts are wondering orer where the priaoa

wall tarroond
The parent and their children, in helpless bondage

bound.

Oh, than mother, maddened, frenxied, when the hunt
or' tolls ensnare

Thee and thj nestlings, till thy snguisned spirit dared
Send to God, uncalled, one darling life that round thine

own did twine
Worthy ot a Spartan icother, was that fearfnl deed of

thine I

Worthy of the Roman father, who sheathed deep hi

f aahing knife
la the. boson of Tirginia, Id the current of her life I

"(Tho, rather thus hit, beauteous child should lire a ty--

rant'i alare.
Opened the way to freedom through the porta) of the

grarc I

Veil, I know bo stronger yearning than a mother's lore
can be

X could do and dare forerer for the babe upon my knee!
and I feel no deeper sorrow could the light of life

eclipse.
Than to see death's shadows settle on Its brow and

faded lips.

Yet (oh, God of Heaven, forgive me 0 baby sitting on
my knee, .

I coo Id dose thy blue eyes calmly, smiling now so

sweet on me t

Are, sty hand could ope the casket, and thy precious
Vaaul set free :

Better for thee Death and Heaven, than a life of Sla
very I

And, before the Jodge Eternal, this should be my an
guished plea.
would rob my child of Manhood; so, ancalled

I sent it Thee ! '

"Hope, aad Love, and Joy, and Knowledge, and her
erery Right, they crave;

So I gave her what they left her her inheritance the
grave !"...

Aad the Lord, would judge between as, oh ! Jf men of
stony heart I

Irea 'gainst the strong and mighty, for the weak He
taketh part ;

Think ye, hunters of ilia children, bowed beneath your
faroa rod.

With your heel upon their heart-puls- this ye do auto
your God 1 .

But tho day of vengeance cometh He will set His
children free, ,

Though He lead them, like His Israel, through a red
and bloody sea;

For the tear and gore of brndmen, staining deep the
frighted sod,

Aad the wailing cry ef millions riseth-dail- up to God

Araraa, Ji. Sunday. Feb. 3, 1S56.

Choice Miscellany.

ERNEST LINWOOD.
The following is the opening chapter of

a new work by Mrs. Caroline Lee Hentz
In point of interest, it is not a fair sample
of the whole book, but if will give the
reader a correct idea of the stjle of the
authoress : .

Wilh an incident of my childhood I
will commence tha record of my life.

"It stands out in bold prominence, rag--
red and bleak, through the haze of
memory.

I was only twelve years old. He
might have spoken less harshly. .He
might have remembered and pitied my
youth and sensitiveness, that tall, pow-

erful, hitherlo kind man my preceptor,
and, as I believed, my friend. 'Listen to
what he did say, in the presence of the

. whole school of boys, as well as girls,
assembled on that day to hear the week
ly" exercises read, written on subjects
which the master had given us the previ
ous week. .

One by one, we were called up to the
platform, where he sat enthroned in all
the majesty of the Olympian king-go- d

One by one, the manuscripts were read
by their youthful authors Ihesriii-eism- s

uttered, which marked them with
honor or shame gliding figures passed
each other, going and returning, while a
hasty exchange of glances, betrayed the
flash of triumph, or the gloom of disap
pointment

" Uabnelia Lynn ! I lie name
sounded like thunder in my ears,
rose, trembling, blushing, feeling as i

every pair of eyes in the hall were burn'
' ing like red hot balls on my face. 1

tried to move, but my feet were glued to
the floorv

, "Gabriella Lynn !"
The tone was louder, more command- - He

ing, and I dared not resist the mandate.
The greater fear conquered the less. all
Willi a desperate effort I walked, or rath-

er rushed, up the steps, the paper flut

tering in my hand, as if blown by a strong
wind.

"A little, less haste would be more de--

col ous, Miss."
The shadow of a pair of beetling brows ear

rolled darkly over me. Had I stood be-

neath an overhanging cliff, with the
ocean waves dashing at my feet, I could
not hare felt more awe or dread. A mist
settled on my eyes.

; Read,' cried the master, waving but
hit ferula with a commanding gesture not
"our lime is precious." -

I opened my lps, but no sound issued
from my paralyzed tongue. With a
fteling of horror, which the intensely the

diffident can understand, and only they,
I tuined aad was about to fly back to
my seat, when a large, s'rong hand press-
ed its weight upon my shoulder, and ar-

rested my flight.
"Stay where you are," exclaimed Mr.

Regulus. Have I not lectured you a
hundred times on this preposterous
shanie-facedne- ss of yours? Am I a
Draco, wilh laws written in blood, a ty
rant, scourging with an iron rod, that
you thus shrink an3 tremble before me ?

Read, or sutler the penalty due disobe
dience and waywardness."

Thus threatened, I commenced in' a
husky, faltering voice, the reading of
lines which, till that moment, I had be
lieved glowing wilh the inspiration of
genius. Now, how flat and common
place they seemed ! It was the first
time I had ever ventured to reveal to
others the talent hidden wilh all
miser's vigilance in my bosom casket
I had lisped in rhyme I had improvised
in rhyme I had dreamed in poetry
when the moon and stars were looking
down on me with benignant lustre
had thought poetry at the sunset hour,
amid twilight shadows and midnight
darkness. I had scribbled it at early
morn in my little room, at noonday re
cens at my solitary desk ; but no human
being, save my mother, knew of the
young dream-girl'- s poetic raptures.

One of those irresistible promptings of
spirit which nil have felt, and to which
many have yielded, induced me at this
era to break loose from my shell and
come forth, as I imagined, a beautiful
and brilliant butterfly, soaring up above
the gaze of my astonished and admiring
companions. les; wiin all my dilh- -

dence I anticipated a scene of triumph,
a dramatic scene, which would termi-

nate
in

perhaps in a crown of laurel, or a
public ovation.

Lowly is by no means
a constant accompaniment of diffidence.
The consciousness of possessing great
powers and deep sensibility often creates
bash fulness. It is flieir veil and guard
while maturing and strengthening. It is is
the flower'sheath, that folds the corolla,
till prepared to encounter the sun's burn-

ing rays.
"Read!"
I did read one stanza. I could not

go on though the scaffold were the doom
my silence.

What foolery is this ! Give it to
me.

The paper was pulled from my cling

ing lingers. Wearing iiis throat with a
loud and prolonged hem then giving a
flourish of his ruler on the desk, he read.
in a lone ot withering derision, the warm is
breathings of a child's heart and soul, I
struggling after immortality the spirit
and trembling utterance of long
ed, long imprisoned yearnings.

Now, when after years of reflection I in
look back on that
moment, I can form a true estimate of
the poem subjected to that fiery oideal,

wonder the paper did not scorch and
shrivel up like a burning scroll. It did of
not deserve ridiucule. The thoughts
were fiesh and glowing, the measure
correct, the versification melodious. It
was the genuine offspring of a young
imagination, urged by the ' strong ne
cessity" of giving utterance to its bright get
idealities, the sighings of a heart look
ing beyond its lowly and lonely destiny. of
Ah ! Mr. Regulus, you were cruel then.

Me thinks I see hfm hear him now,

weighing in the iron scales of criticism

every, springing, winged idea, cutting
and slashing the words tillt seemed to
me they dropped blood then glancing
from me to the living rows of benches
wilh such a cold, sarcastic smile.

"What a barbarous, unfeeling mon-

ster I" perhaps I hear some one ex-

claim
but

:

No, he was not He could be very
kind and indulgent. He had been kind
and generous to me. He gave me my
tuition, and had taken unwearied pains
with my lessons. He could forgive great
offences, but had no toleration for little
follies. He really thought it a sinful
waste of time to write poetry in school.

had given me a subject for composi
tion, a useful, practical one, but not at

to my taste, and I had ventured to
disregard it. I had jumped over the
iock, and climbed up to the flowers (hat
grew above it.- - He was a thorough
mathematician, a celebrated gramma-
rian,

fan
a renowned geographer and lin At

guist, batl then thought he had no more I
for poetry or music, no more eye for

painting the painting of God or man
than the stalled ox, or the Greenland oak

seal. I did him injustice, and he was them
unjust to me. I had not intended to the
slight or scorn the selection hehad made, on

I could not write upon it I could

help my thoughts from flowing into
rhyme. a

Can the stream help gliding and rip--
pling through its flowery margins ? Can and

bird Tielp singing and warbling up

ward into the. deep blue sky, sending
down a silver shower of melody as it
flies ?

Perhaps some may think I am swell

ing small things into great ; but incidents
and actions are to be judged by their re
suits, by their influence in the formation
of character, and the hues they reflect
on futurity." Had I received encourage'
merit instead of lebuke, praise instead of
ridicule had he taken me by the hand
.and spoken some such kindly words as
these :

"This is very well for a little girl like
you. Lift up that downcast face, nor
blush and tremble, as if detected in
guilty act. You must not spend too
much time ia the reveriesof imagination,
for this is a working-da- y world, my
child. Even the birds have to build
their nests, and the coral insect 'is
mighty laborer. The gift of song is

sweet, and may be made an instrument
of the Creator's glory. The first notes
of the laik are feeble, compared to his
heaven-hig- strains. The fainter dawn

precedes the risen day."
Oh! had lie addressed me in indul

gent words as these, who knows but
that, like burning Sappho, I might have
sang as well as loved ? Who knows but
that the golden gates of the Eden of im

mortality might have opened to admit
the wanderins Peri to her long-lost

home ? I might have been the priestess
of a shrine of Delphic celebrity, and lhe
world have offered burningincense at my
altar. I might have won the laurel
crown, and found, perchance, thorns hid-

den under its leaves. I might but it
matters not The rivine spark is undy-

ing, and though circumstances may
smother the flame it enkindles, it glows

the bosom with unquenchable fire.

I remember very well what the master
said, instead of the imagined words I
have written.

" Poetry, is it ? or something you
meant to be, called by that name ? Non-

sense, child folly moon beam hallu-

cination ! Child ! do you know that this
an unpardonable waste of time ? Do

you remember that opportunities pi im-

provement are given you to enable you
hereafter to secure an honorable inde
pendence ? This accounts for your reve
ries over the blackboard, your indiffer-

ence to mathematics, that grand and
glorious science ! Poetry ! ha, ha ! I
begat to think you did not understand
the use of capitals ha, ha !"

Did you ever imagine how a tender
loaf of bread must feel when cut info
slices by the sharpened knife How the
young bark feels when the iron wedg'e

driven through it with cleaving force ?

think can, by the experience of that
hour. I stood with quivering lip,

cheek, and panting breast my eyes
rivited on the paper which he flourished

his left hand, pointing at it with the
forefinger of his right

"He shall not go on," said I to my-

self, exasperation giving me boldness

"he shall not read what I have written
my mother. I will die sooner. lie

may insult my poverty, but hers shall ba
sacred, and her sorrows too."

II syang forward, forgetting every
thing in the fear of hearing her name as
sociated with derision, and attempted to

possession of the manuscript. A fly

might as well attempt to wring the trunk
the elephant
"Really little poetess, you are getting

bold. I should like to see you try that
again. You had belter keep quiet."

A resolute glance of the keen, black
eye, resolute, yet twinkling with 6ecret
merriment, and he was about to com
mence another stanza. o'

I jumped up with the leap of the pan
ther. I could not loosen his strong grasp,

I tore the paper from round his fin
gers, ran down the steps through the
rows of desks and benches, without

to the right or left, and flew without
bonnefor coveringout into thebroad sun

and open air.
"Come back, this moment 1"
The thundering voice of the master

rolled after me, like a heavy stone,
threatening to crush me as it rolled. I
bounded on before it with constantly ac
celerating speed.- -

it's
'Go back never !"

I said this to myself. I repeated it
aloud to the breeze that came coolly rnd
soothingly through the green boughs, to

the burning cheeks of the fugitive.
length the dread of pursuit subsiding,

slackened my steps, and cast a furtive
glance behind me. The cupola of the
academy gleamed white through the

trees that surrounded it, and above
the glittereing vane, fashioned in

form of a giant pen, seemed writing
the azure page of heaven.

My home the little cottage in the
woods, was one mile distant There was

by path, a foot-pat- h as it was called, the
which cut the woods in a diagonal line,

which had been trodden hard and
smooth by the feel of the children.

Even at mid-da- y there was twilight in
that solitary path, and when the shadows
deepened and lengthened on the plain,
they concentrated into gloominess there.
The moment I turned into that path, I
was supreme. It was mine. The pub-li- e

road, the thoroughfare leading
through the heart of the town, belonged
to the world. I was obliged to walk
there like other people, with mincin
steps, and bonnet tied primely under the
chin, according to the rule and plumme

. .i i i nline oi scnooi gin propriety, uut in mv
own little by-pat- I could do just as
pleased. I could run with my bonnet
swinging in my hand, and myhairUoat- -
ing like the wild vine of the woods.
could throw myself down on the grass at
the foot of the great trees, and lookin

up into the deep, distant sky, indulge m
own wondrous imaginings.

I did so now. I cast myself pantin
on the turf, and turning my face down
ward instead of upward, clasped my
hands over it, and the hot tears gushed
in scalding streams through my fingers,
till the pillow of earth was all wet aa wi

a shower.
Oh, they did me good, those fast

gushing tears ! There was comfort, there
was luxury in them. Bless God for
tears 1 How they cool the dry and sul
try heart ! How they refresh the faint
ing virtues ! How they revive the dyin
affections !

The image of my pale sweet, genii
mother rose softly through the fallin
drops. A rainbow seemed to crown her
with s sevenfold beams

Dear mother ! would she will me to
go back where the giant pen dipped its
glittering nib into the deep blue ether

MR. CRANE WALKS OUT.

fWe give below one of the most

amusing ot the liedott papers. I he widow

had an affair wilh Tim Crane, an elderly
widower, for whom she had "set her
can," and who was extremely polite to
her because he had a secret fancy for
her daughter Melissa. Mr. C. asks a
private interview with the widow; when
the following scene ensues:

"Oh, no, Mr. Crane, by no manner o

means; 'taint a minnit tew soon for you
to talk about gettin' married again. I'm
amaised ycu should be affeerd I'd think
so. See how long's Miss Crane' been
dead? Six months! land o' Goshen
why, I've knowed a number of Individ
wals get married in less time than that,
meres ran Dennett s widder 1 was
talkin' about jest now she. was L uisy
Perce her husban' had'nt been dead but
three months, you know. I don't think
it looks well for a woman to .be in such a
hurrv, but for a man it's a different thing

circumstances alter cases you know.
And then, sittiwated as ysu be, Mr.

Crane, it's a terrible thing for your fam
ily to be without a head to superintend
the domestic consarns and ten' to the
children to say nothin' o ycrselfMr.
Crane. You dew need a companion
and no mistake. Six months! Good
grievous! Why, Squire Titus didn't
wait but six weeks arter he burried his
fust wife, afore he married his second.

thought ther wan't no partickler need
o' his hurry in' so seein' his family was
all grow'd up. Such a critter as he
pick't out, tew! 't was very unsuitable,
but every man to his taste I hain't no

dispersiiion to meddle with nobody's con-

sarns. There's old Farmer. Dawson,
tew his pardner haint been dead but tfn
months.

To be sure he aint married yet but
he would a been long enough ago if
somebody I know on'd gin him any

Dut 'taint for me to speak
that matter. He's a clever old critter,

and as rich as a Jew but lawful sakes!
he's eld enough to be my father. And I
there's Mr. Smith Jubiter Smith you
know him, Mr. Crane, his wife (she was
Aurory Pike) she died last summer,
and he's been squintia' around among
the wiinmcn ever since, and he may
squint, for all the good it '11 dew him as
far as I am consarncd though Mr.
Smith's a respectable man quite young,
and haint no family very well off tew,
quite intellectible but I tell yer what,
I'm purty partickular. O, Mr. Crane!

ten years come Jinni wary, since I an
witnessed the expiration of my beloved a
companion! an uncommon long time to
wait, to be sure but 'taint easy to find let
anybody to fill the place o' Hczekier
Bedolt. I think you're the the most
like husband of airy individual I ever
see, Mr. Crane. Six months 1 moderat-
ion 1 cuius you should be afeerd I'd
think 'twas to soon why I'veknow'd " his

Mr. Crane. "Well, widder. I've been of
thinkin' about takin' annother

and I thought I'd ask you."
Widow. "O, Mr. Crane, egscuse my of

commotion, it's so unexpected. Just
hand me that are bottle o' camfiire off

the
.mantletry shelf; I'm ruther fain-t-

dew put a little mite on my hankercher
and hold it to my nuz. There, that'll
dew', I'm obleeged tew ve; now I'm s

ruther more composed, ycu may proceed.
Mr. Crane."

Mr. C. "Well widder, I was going to

ask you whether whether "
Widow. " Continues Mr. Crane, de w ;

I know it's terrible embarrasin. I re-

member when my dezeased husband
made his suppositions to-m- he stam-
mered and stutered, and was so awfully
flustered it did seem as if he'd never git
it out in the world, and I s'pose it's gtn
erally the case, at least it has been with
all them that's made suppositions to me

you see they're generally oncertain
about what kind of an anser they're agoin
to git and it kind o' makes 'em narvus.
But when an icdividuwal has reason to
s'pose his attachment's reciperatec1, I
don't see what need there is o' his bein'
flustratcd, tho' I must say it's quite iu

to me; pray continner.
Mr. C "Well, then,! want to know

if you're willing I should have Meliss;?--''

Widow. -- The dragon!"
Mr. C. "I hain't said anything to her

about it yet though the proper way was
to get your consent first. .1 remember
when I courted Trypeny, we were engag-
ed some time before mother Kenipe knew
anything about it, and when she lound
it out she was quite put out, because I
did'nt go to her first. So when I made
up my mind aboul Melissy, thinks me,
I'll dew it right this time, and speak to
the old woman first."

Widow. c Old Woman, hey, that's a
purty name to. call me! amazin perlite
tew! Want Melissy, hey! Trbblea-tion- !

gracious sakes alive! well, I'll give
it up now. I always knowed you was a
timpleton, Tim Crane, but I must confess
I didn't think you was quite so big a
fool, want Melissy, dew ye? If that
dm'l beat ill! What an everlasting old
calf you must be, to s'pose she'd look at
you. Why, you're old enough to be
her father, and more lew Melissy aint
only in her twenty-onet- h year. What a
reedickilous idee for a man o your age!
as gray a a ra, tew! wender what this
world is comin tew; 'tis astonishin' what
fools old widdiwers make o' themselves!
Have Melissy! Melissy!"

Mr. C. "Why, widder, you supprise
me I'd no idee cf being treated in this
way after you'd been so polite to me,
and made such "a fuss over me and the

Widow. "Shet yer head, Tim Crane
nun o yer sas to me. J. here s yer

hat on that table, and here's the door
and the sooner you put on one and march
out o, t'other; the better it 'ill be for you.
And I advise you, afore you try to get
married again, to jfo out West and see if
yer wife's cold, and arter ye're satisfied
on that pint, just put a little lampblack
on yer hair 't would add to yer ap
pearance ondoubtedly, and be of sarvice
tew you when you want to flou ish among
the gals and when ye've got yer hair
fixt, just splinter the spine of yer back
t' wouldn't hurt, yer looks a mite
you'd be entirely unresistable if you was
ittle grain slraighter."

Mr. C -- Well, I never!"
Widow. "Hold yer tongue, you con- -

sarned old coot you I told yer there's
yer hat and here's the door be off with

yerself, quick metre, or I'll give ye a
hyst with the broomstick." .

Mr. C "Gemmeni!"
mdow, rising. "Git out I say I

aint agwiae to stan here and be insulted
under my own ruff, and so git along,
and if ever ye darken my door again, cr
say a word to Melissy, it '11 be the wust
for you that's all."

Mr. C. "Tremenjuous--! What a bus
ter!"

Widow. "Go 'long go 'long git out,
ye everlastin' old gura. I won't hear
another word (stops bcr ears) I won't,

won't, I won't" Exit Mr. Crane.

MERCANTILE FLUCTUATIONS.

The Philadelphia Ledger has an ar
ticle on business matters, in which the
following paragraph occurs:

"If a man would see gray hairs upon
is head before their time, beggary and

ruin the sole legacy left to a wife and
ehildien, now rolling in every luxury
and brought up to it all; if he wants to
see defrauded and indignant creditors;

olJ age of penury and dependence,
family driven bydebt and false ideas

into every degradation and crime, then
him spread all sail which he can,

borrow, give credit to every reckless cus to
tomer, boast of his sales, live in brown
stone and rosewood, surround himself
with carvedfurniture and costly

luxuries of all kinds; let him bring up
children to be waited upon by troops

servants the end will come sooner
than he expects; he will be caught in

some nip of the ice, and sunk like a lump
lead into the mighty waters."

"Comb in children, out of the wet," as
whale said, when he sucked in the

little fishes.

The fame of many a celebrated man
as hollow as his plaster bust

IN DEBT AND OUT OF DEBT.

Of what a hideous progeny of ill is debt
the father! What meanness, what inva-
sion of self-respe- whatdoubk-lealin- g!

How in due season, it will carve the
frank open face into wrinkles;v how like
a knife it will stab the honest heait--An- d

then its transformations. How it

has been known to change a goodly face

into a mask of brass; how with the dam-

ned custom of debt, has the true 'man
became a .callous trickster! A freedom
from debt and what nourishing sweetness
may be found in cold water; what n
toothsomeness in a dry crust; what am-

brosial nourishment in a hard egg! Be
sure of it, he who dines out of debt tho'
his meal be abuscuitand an onion, dines
in "The Apollo."

And then for raiment, what warmth
in a threadbare coat, if the tailors leceipt
be in your pocket! what Tyrian purple
in the faded waist coat, the vest not owed
for; how glossy the well worn hat if it
covers the aching 'head of a debtor!
Next tho home sweets, ' the out door re-

creation of the fiee man. The street
door falls not a knell cn his heart; the
foot of the staircase though his anatomy;
at the rap of his door he can crow "come
in," and his pul e still beat healthfully,
his heart sinks not in his bowels.

See him abroad. How he returns
look for look with any passengers; how
he saunters; now meeting an acquaint-

ance, he stands and gossips, but then this
man knows no debt; debt that casts a
drug in the richest wine; that makes the
food of gods unwholesome, indigestible;
that spfmkles the banquets of a Lucullus
wilh ashes, and drops soot in the soup of
an emporer; debt that like the moth,
makes valuless furs and velvets, enclosing
the wearer in a festering prison, ( the
shirt of Nessus was a shir! not paid for;)
debt that writes upon frescoed halls, the
handwriting of the attorney; that puts a
voice of terror in the knocker; that makes
the heart quake at the haunted fireside;
debt, the i ivisible demon that walks
abroad with a man, now quickening his
steps, now making him look on all sides
like a haunted beast,' and now bringing
to his face the ashy hue of death as the
unconscious pa .senger looks glancingly
upon him.

Poverty is a bitter drought, yet many,
and sometimes can wilh advantage, be
gulped down. Though the drinker
makes wry faces, there may, after
all, be a wholesome goodnes in the cup.
But debt however cour'eously it may be
offered, is the cup of Syren; and the wine,
spiced and delicious though it be, is poi

son. The man out of debt, though with
a flaw in his jerkin, a crack in his s'loe
leather, and a hole in his hat, is still the
son of liberty, free as the singing lark
above him; but the debtor, althongh
clothed in the utmost bravery, what is he
but a serf out upon a holiday a slae
to be reclaimed at any instant by his
owner, the creditor?

My son, if poor, see wine in the run
ning spring; see thy moulh water at a last
week s roll; think a threadbare coat the
only wear; and acknowledge a white
washed garret the fittest housing place
for a gentleman; do this, and flee debt.
So shall thy heart be at rest and the sher
iff confounded. Douglas Jerrcld.

DANIEL WEBSTER'S MARRIAGE.

The manner of Daniel Webster's en-

gagement to Miss Fletcher is thus pleas-

antly discovered by a letter writer: He
was then a young lawyer in Portsmou'.h,
X. II. At on-- ; of his visits to Miss Grace
Fletcher he had, probably with a view
to utility and enjoyment, been holding
skeins of silk thread for her, when sud-

denly he stoppedj saying, "Grace we

have thus been engsged in untying knots;
let us se if we can tie a knot, one which
will not untie for a life-time- ." He then
took a piece of tape, and, after begining
a knot of peculiar kind, gat e it to her to

complete. This was the ceremony and
ratification of their engagement And
now in the little box marked by him
"precious documents," containing the
letters of his early courUhip, this unique
memorial is still to be found "the knot
never untied."

it
Ara Printers Festivall at Boston a

short time since, the following capital
toast was drank:

Tub EoiToa:-T- he man who is expected
know everything, tell all he krows,

and guess at the rest; to make oath to
his own good character, establish the rep-

utation of his neighbors, and elect all
candidates to office; to blow np every
body, suit everybody, and reform the
world; to live for the benefit of others,
and have the epitaph on his tombstone.
"Here he lies his last;" in short, he is a
locomotive running on the track of

noterity; his lever is his pen; his it
boiler is filled with ink, his tender is his
scbsors, and his driving wheel is public
opinion; whenever lie explodes it is of
caused by nonpayment of subscription. of

Written for the Chronicle.
THE GULF STREAM.

BY H. U. JONBUN.

Many theories have been advanced at
different times to account for the remark-
able current, which, with a velocity of
about five miles an hour, flows from the
Gulf of Mexico into tho Atlantic Ocean,
between the island of Cuba and the pe-

ninsula of Florida ; passes thence along
the entire eastera coast of the United
States, and, finally, looses itself in the
waters of the ocean, a Utile beyond the
grand bank of Newfoundland.

Some theoriers have supposed it to be
the outlet cf a subterranean passage un-

der the isthmus of Tehuantepec by
which the waters of the Pacific are ad-

mitted into the Gulf of Mexico ; others
have attributed it to the waters of the
Mississippi, and other streams flowing
into the gulf; while in a late number of
the Sa'enlific American, it is asserted to
be caused by the waters of the Amazon
of South America. The waters of this
river, after flowing a thousand miles di-

rectly under the equator, receive a great
er degree of warmth than the waters of
the ocean, and from its great size being
160 miles wide at its mouth it pushes
out into the ocean in an almost undi-

vided stream for upwards of 100 miles,
when, from the action of the trade winds,
they are carried into the the great bay
between North and South America, and
discharged in the manner above de-

scribed.
These theories are all unsatisfactory,

aitnougn tne last two suggest causes
wl ich may have an auxilary influence on
its productions. .

We opine that the Gulf Stream may
be mainly attributed to the earth's di
urnal motion. This motion gives the
earth about the equatorial region a ve-

locity of over one thousand miles an
hour. The less solid parts as the water
and air, do not immediately partake of
this motion. This fact, together with
tho tendency of air to seek the point of
greatest rarefactions, reveals the cause
of the " Trade Winds." The former,
naxely, the diurnal motion of the earth,,
causes a current oi air in a westerly di-

rection ; the latter causes two currents
in opposite directions the one composed
of air for 30 degrees north of the equa
tor, which has a southerly direction, the
other formed of the air within the same
distance south rushing northward both
seek the point of the greatest heat and
rarefaction theequator. Thus we see
the two causes combined give the north
ern wind a south-westerl- direction, and
the southern a north-wester- ly one. The
"Trade Winds," then, if acting alone on
the waters of tho Amazon would drive
them directly back towards the mouth of
the river. Hence we conclude, that the
"American" hypothesis 'w, in the main,
incorrect.

By examining the map of the world,
it will be found that Cape St Roque,
the most easterly point of South Ameri
ca, lies, in about 5 degrees south lati- -

tude, and that from this cape, that part
of the coast lying toward North America
runs a north-westerl- y course to the Ca-

ribbean Sea, a distance of 2,500 miles.
The southern coast bears to the south
west, in a very similar manner. It has
been already remaikcd that the earth's
diurnal motion gives to the waters of the
ocean, as well as to the air, an apparent
westerly motion. This motion, in con- -'

nect'on with the Irade winds, and the '

tidelrom the east, cause tne waters ot ;

the Atlantic to divide on Cape St Itogue, J

part moving almost imperceptibly to the J

South ; the rest including the waters of
Che Amazon and Orinoco, are forced con- -

tinually forward into the. Caribbean Sea,
and from thence into the Gulf of Mexi-- 1

where they "rise many feet higher
than the waters of the Pacific on the op-

posite side of the isthmus. The main

outlet for this vast surplus of water, to- -

gether with that of the streams flowing
directly into the gulf, is the open space

(

between Cuba and Florida, and in issuing j

from this the the stream is turned north-- 1

ward by the Bahamas. This course is!.

at
the tide wave from the Ivorth Atlantic, I

j

is thrown off, as above. i

Owing to the tendency which the wa- -j
a

ters, as well as the more solid parts of j

the ear:h have towards the equator, !

caused by the ....rapid rotary
-

motion of the
itifaortTn n i iti it i not lmnnssihle that :

' of
the waters of this stream, afier becoming
indistinguishable oa,r the coast of .iK'help

j

British I,Ies, may again resume a south-- ,
erly direction, reunite wilh the waters of.
the torid zone, reenter the Gulf, nnd

again become a partcf this never eud- -
.

pig stream.
The influences of the Gulf Stream are j

various. Moving northwest as it does, j

helps to swell the tide wave from the
j

south, which, meeting that from the
north, causes the tremendous spring lide i

the Bay of Fundy, the average height j

rhich is "1 feet. Passing on from

thence, it comes in contact with,, an
melts those vast mountains of ice which
float down from the polar seas, its wa--

ters being, much warmer than those of
the adjacent ocean. Its effect upon the
climate of western Europe is to make it
about 10 degrees warmer than places
having the same latitude on the east
coast of America.

Finally, may we add, it affords anoth-

er evidence that the "works of the Lord
are great," and that "in hU goodness He
hath formed all."

FARMINGTON, O., Feb., 1856.

PEWS—THEIR HISTORY.

In Anglo-Saxo- n and some Norman'

churches of early Idate, a stone bench
was made to project within the wall run-

ning around the whole interior except
the east end.

In 1319 they are represented as sitting,
on the ground, or standing. About thi

time the people introduced low, rude,
three-legg- ed stools-- promiscuously ever
the church.

Wooden seaU were introduced soon
after the Norman Conquest In 1237 a
decree was issued in regard to the wraHt;
ling for seats so common that none shoal J
call any seat in the church his own ex-

cept nobleman- - and patrons, each enter-

ing aniFholding the one he first entered.
As we approach the Reformation, from

1530, seats were more appropriated, the
entrance being guarded by cross bars
and the initial letters engraved upon

Immediately after the - Reformation
the pew system prevailed, as we learn
from a complaint of the poor Commons
addressed to Henry VII, in 1545 in refer-

ence lo his decree that a Bible should be
is every church at liberty for all to read,
because they feared it might be taken
into ths "quyre," or some "pue." Ia
1608 galaries were introduced.

As early as 1311, pews were arranged
to afford comfort by being bailed or
cushoned; while lhe ti les around were h

as to hide those wuhin (a device
of the Puritans to avoid being seen by
the officers, who reported those who did
not stand when the name of Jesus was
mentioned.) The services were often
greatly protracted, so that many would
fall asleep;hence Swift's pithy allusion:

"A bedstead of the antique arade.
Compact of timber many a load,-Suc-

as our ancestors did use.
Was metamoropbosed into pews;
Which still their ancient nature keep.
Hj lodging folks disposed ta sleep.

With the reign of CharlesL, the re-- s

nt 'o heightening the sides d'sapear-e- d:

and f cm the civil war they declined
gradually to their present height.

BEAUTIFUL SKETCH.

A lady visiting New York ciiy, saw
one day upon the side-wal- k, a ragged,
cold and hungry litile girl, gazing wist-

fully at some cuke in a shop window.
She stopped and taking the little one by
the hand led hei into a stcre, though
she was aware that bread might be bet- -
ter for the child than cake, yet desiring
to gratify the shivering and forlorn one.
she bought and gave her the cake she
wanted. She then took her to another
plaee where she procured her a shawl
and other articles of comfort The grate-
ful little creature looked the benevolent
lady up full in the face, and with artless
simplicity, said aie yon God's wife?

CANINE SAGACITY.

The lives of several persons were saved
Snarta. Sussex co.. Delaware, last

we'ejt Dy a very do". Tho
prcm;ses wi,ore they lived, took fire
during the night, and the dog. when the
flames burst forth, rushed to the door,
an(j to force it open. Failing in
this, nnd failing also in awakening the
maes, he finally dashed through a. win- -

dow, and by the crash of the glass and
his vigorous barking, aroused the sleep
ers, who escaped trora tne Duiuirng, cav- -

barely time to snatch up in ther hasty
retreat the necessary garments to rro- -
tcct tLem froir: tie 1.

r ,
Adticb to Bors. ion are ma!e to

, . , , .

school who has a club foot, don't let
him know you ever saw it If there is

.
ooy wiin mggeu cuimes, ua i taiit

about rags in his hearing. If there is a
lame boy, assign lo him some part of the
game which does not require running.

.1 :. l .'. l: .tunc ia .a ijuuiiy uuc, imvc ui ut vai
jour dinner. If there is a dull one,

bun to get his lessons. All thee
sclo1 wl11 ho" hJ thl"'ir ?'abow mudl better U is to have a Sr
801x1 than a Sreat fist-- '

Sons men aim to serve others; most

lmcatomae others serve them. The
former are the salt which saves the masa

from corruption.

Jn i03rr.
we live, the more evils'we

mora food resulting from
- ., -

them.

FoLir is always in f.uhion.


